EDWARD    SHANKS

But when you touched me, when your hot tears

fell,

The point that had been nothing else but pain
Changed into rapture by a miracle,
In which all raptures known before were vain.
Thus  loss which bared  the utmost  shivering

nerve
For joy's precursor in the heart did serve.

CLOUDS
OVER this hill the high clouds float all day
And trail their long, soft shadows on the grass,
And now above the meadows make delay
And now with regular, swift motion pass.
Now comes a threatening drift from the south-
west,
In smoky colours drest,
That spills far out upon the chequered plain
Its burden of dark rain ;
Then hard behind a stately galleon
Sails onward with its piled and carven towers
Stiff sculptured like a heap of marble flowers,
Kigid, unaltering, a miracle
Of moulded surfaces, whereon the light
Shines steadily, intolerably bright;
Now on a livelier wind a wandering bell
Of delicate vapour comes, invisibly hung,
Like feathers from the seeding thistle flung,
And saunters wantonly far out of sight.
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